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Sure it is meant good husbandry in men,

Who do incorporate with aery lean,

T3 repair their sides, and get their rib again.

Hard hap unto that huntsman that decrees           10

Fat joys for all his sweat, whenas he sees,
After his 'say, naught but his keeper's fees.

Then Love, I beg, when next thou tak'st thy bow,

Thy angry shafts, and dost heart-chasing go,

Pass rascal deer, strike me the largest doe.             15

A LA BOURBON

Done moy plus de pitie ou plus de cntaulte, car sans ce Je ne
puis pas vivre, ne morir

DIVINE destroyer, pity me no more,

Or else more pity me;

Give me more love, ah quickly give me more,
Or else more cruelty!

For left thus as I am,                                     5

My heart is ice and flame;
And languishing thus I
Can neither live nor die!

Your glories are eclips'd, and hidden in the grave

Of this indifferency;                                         10

And, Celia, you can neither altars have,
Nor I a deity:

They are aspects divine
That still or smile or shine,
Or, like th7 offended sky,                                  15

Frown death immediately.

THE FAIR BEGGAR

COMMANDING asker, if it be
Pity that you fain would have,

Then I turn beggar unto thee,

And ask the thing that thou dost crave;

I will suffice thy hungry need,

So thou wilt but my fancy feed.